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afternoon has its pleasures ; and so numerous and so various
are the sources of interest in the country, that, though it
be Sunday, there is no reason why your walk should not
have an object.

But Sunday in the country, with your house full of
visitors, is too often an exception to this general truth.
It is a trial. Your guests cannot always be at church,
and, if they could, would not like it. There is nothing to
interest or amuse them : no sport; no castles or factories
to visit; no adventurous expeditions; no gay music in the
morn, and no light dance in the evening. There is always
danger of the day becoming a course of heavy meals aiul
stupid walks, for the external scene and all its teeming
circumstances, natural and human, though full of concern
to you, are to your visitors an insipid blank.

How did Sunday go oil* at Muriel Towers ?

In the first place there was a special train, which at an
early hour took the Cardinal and his suite and the St.
Jerome family to Grandchester, where they were awaited
with profound expectation. But the Anglican portion of the
guests were not without their share of ecclesiastical and
spiritual excitement, for the Bishop was to preach this day
in the chapel of the Towers, a fine and capacious sanctuary
of florid Gothic, and his Lordship was a sacerdotal orator
of repute.

It had been announced that the brei kfast hour was to 1x5
somewhat earlier. The ladies in genen il were punctual, and
seemed conscious of some great event impending. The
ladies Flora and Grixell entered with, each in her hand, a
prayer-book of purple velvet adorned with a decided cross,
the gift of the Primus. Lord Culloden, at the request of
Lady Corisande, had consented to their hearing the Bishop,
which he would not do himself. He passed his morning in
finally examining the guardians' accounts, the investigation
of which be conducted and concluded during the rest oi